SONG 


—_— a.M.4A4 .. a a 
TTLLLIECAILY 
AFi[I-Iin$ 
_= yy _— TE . 


} ; © 3. /1,9 
701 2 #46 J& 4% 
g -_ 


Prethee Sweet-heart grant me my Deſire, 
For I am thrown as the Old Proverb goes, 
Our of the Frying-pan, into the Fire, 
And there is none that pities my Woes. 
Then hang or drown thy ſelf my Muſe, 
For there is not a Turd to chooſe. 
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Moſt Maids prove falſe of late, though they ſeem holier, 
Yer I believe they are all of a Kind, 

Like will to like, ſays the Devil to the Collier, 

And they'll be true when the Devil is Blind. 

Let no one truſt to their deſire, 


For the burnt Child ſtill dreads the Fire. 
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What tho' my Love, as white as a Dove is, 
Yet you would ſay, if you knew all within, 
Shitten come Shite, the beginning of Love is, 
And for her Favour, I care not a Pin. 


_ - No Loveof mine ſhe e're ſhall be, 


Sir-Reverence of her Company. 
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What tho' her Diſdainfulneſs my Heart hath Cloven, 
Yet Iam of ſo Stately a Mind, 
Y1l not creep in her Arſe; to Bake in her Oven, 
Tho *tis an Old Proverb, thar Cat will to Kind. 
Bur I will lay until I dye, 
Farewel and be hang'd, that's twice good-by. 


Alaſs,no Enjoyments, or Cotafort I can take 
In her that regards not the Force of her Lover, 
A Turd is as good for a Sow, as a Pancake, 
Swallow that Gudgeon, I'll fiſh for another. 
She ne'r regards my aking Heart, 

Tell a Mare a Tale, ſhe will ler a Fart. 
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